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PRCFA£E 

it is a haarty old saying that “ Good wine 
needsJno bush.” Wliy, then, should the master 
of a rcjadhouse hang out a sign, letting folk 
know there is good drink within ? 

Consider the feelipys of the lcfhdlord, poor 
man. At once nettled and abashed, he ex' 
claims : 

“ Pray why should I stick a bough over 
my door ? My tavern is well bespoke for 
miles about, and all the folk know I serve 
notmng #>ut good, honest liquor,—and mighty 
comforting it is of a cold ijight, Tvtyen the fire 
is Bright on the heartji, 'c* refreshing on a 
h*ot* ^ay either ” 

“Nay, but,” says the. stranger, “how should 
^•traveller know ol this ? You must advertise^ 
man. Hang out your sign to attract the passer- 
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by, and* increase tAde. Trade’s the' "thing. 
You should be cjfrfng a drivir^ business, with 
a cellar like y«urs.” 

“Huh,” regies the*taverner, “I perceive 

that in die city where yotf come from it may 

not be a mark of character in if* ma* to *rely 

wholly upon^nerit, but that if one iWDuld ensu?6 

success, he must sound a trumpet befo* him, 

• % 0 

as the hypocrites do, that they may have glory^ 

of men, as # the Word says.” * * % 

“Tut, man,” says tRe» stranger, look t at 

your friend John Doe under the hill yonder. 

'Does t a wonderful'business* F«jnc*|? all over. 

the country for h*^ home-brtwed ale, and his 

pockets lined with gold.” * 

“ Yes,” says *the host, “ John Doe is a good 

thrifty man and as fine a comrade *as you’d 

wish to 6nS, stl^ng his hundred thousand 

bottles a year. C&t «the gist of the • matter 

§ • 
between us isn’t aPi in cyiantityj 111 be b^pilnd. 

Quality is something. f And as for myself I 

.would as soon. have a bottle of wine as a keg 

t • 9 f 

of beer any day. Wjne is the poet*y of life, 



a man needs have,—meat for his .belly, a fire 
for his shins, and generous wifte to ke§p him 

• • i 

in countenance with himself. And that’s no 

sucn easy msftter in a difficult wojld,*I can tell 

you. ’'fis wine that gives a man courage arvi 
0 * 
finance, and puts heart in him for .deeds and 

^ventures and all manner of plain wholesome, 

lovij. And* that, aftef all, is the mainspring 

w r ith nj,ost men, hide it how they may. For 

what ever *was *do#af that was worth dping, 

and was not donSjfof a wiman or for the 

sake of a friencl, I should like to know?” 

“^Vlaybe I hadn’t thought of fhat,” says the 

stranger. *“You must have tasted some rare 

- • 

winejn your time.”, * * 

“ Nof so much,*' says t^iS other, “ but I 
was b®rn witfi d shrewd tasfe for it, you may 
say. Moreover I came #f a people who wye 

fa^ farers in their day, .and have been abroad 

• • • • 

myself rrfbre than once.. So it comes you 
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find tfr; foreign vintages in my bins. There’s ‘ 
some Greek wme I have,^ sir, that’s more 
than a centfiry old, I’ll wager; and r a r ?re 
Moonwine,»,as they call it, picked up in an 
out-of-the-way port, that* will, make you forget 

t * « 

your sorrow like a strain of music ; right wines 

’ « * r* 

from France,, too; and some Heather Brose, 
v«ry old and ^magical, such as the li^le dark 
peoplt uspd to make hereabout in the timjs 

.of the Celts long ago,—and very good tirrra 

■ a 

they were too. It is no< these da)*s that ljave 
all the wisdom ever was, you may be #ure.” 

“you are not* such »*bacf ad^cate, afto* 
all,” remarks th» strangerj “ You speak very 
invitingly.” 

“Step inside,” says the liyrdlord. 

BUSS CARMAN. 


October 10, 190% 



OVERLORD 


, "m'ff/ja Kvplov in’ ipi. 

Lo§D of the grass and hill, 

LorcV of the rain, 

White* Overlord of will, 

Master, of pain, • * 

I who *am clusl*and air 

* * 4 * 9 

Blown through* the halls of death, 
Like a pale ghost of ^prayer — 

I am «thy breath. 

»• / 

* • • 

Lore! of the bfade Snd leaf, 

Lo*rd of the bloom, 

Sheer Overlord of *rief» 

Mastq- of docJm, * 


13 
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Lonely as wind or snow, 

Through the^vague world and dim, 

• * 

Vagrant and glad I go; 

I am.thy wh'm. 

Lore! of the storm and Jull, 

* 

Lord of the sea, 

'I am thy broken gull, 

Blotyn far alee. 

« 

Lord of the hardest dew, 

Lord of fhe dawr| 

Star of the paling Dlue 

• 

Darkling and gone, 

Lost on The mountain height 
Where the Urst winds are stirred, 
Out of tire \/ells »f night 
I arrf thy \V>rcf. 



OVERLORD 


IS 


2<srd of the haunted hush, 
Where raptures throng 

i# * 

I am thy hermit thrush 
Ending no song? 


Lord .of the frosf and cold, 
Lord of the North, 

Wtien the red sun grows pld ' 
And day goes forth, 

I sl$ll put P.fif this girth,— 

TjO glad ait<^ ffee, » 

Earth to my mother earth, 
Spirit to thee. ! 



TW,E PIPES OF PAN 

This is something that / heard,- -r 
Half a cry an d half a word ,— ‘ 

On a magic day in June, 

In the gkoitly azure noon. 

Where the \vind amotig the trees 
Made 'mysterious melodies. 

Such as those wlTich filled»th» earffi 
When the elder gods It fid forth. 

• 

Ah, the world is growing «ld ! 

Of the jo^s*it l^sed to hold, 

Love and beauty *n^ughf % have I 
* But the fragrant Tnem^y, 

• # 

Once, ah, once, (yc k^ow # the story !) 
When the earth was* in her glory ^ 
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Er^ Man gave his heart to bree/i 
Iron hate and hcarness greed,. 

Near a meadow by a stream 
Quiet as an ageless dream** 

A$ I v^itcft&I from the green rim 

t# * 

.Qfa beech grove c6ol and dim, 

* • 

•Musing in the pleasant shade 

§ 

The <oft leafy sunlight made, 

fVhat should gleam and move # *und quiver 

, • 

Povvn by the clear, pebbly river,. 

Where the tallest reeds,were growing 

• > • ■• > 

An<i the blue.^ irys blowing,— 

I 

Gleam a ntomcnl and then pass, 

(Ah, the dare-to-love .she was, 

In hci* summer-fervid dress 

*• * 

Of sheer love a»id loveliness!) 

• | • * 

Wayward, melting, shy. # and fond, 

i • 

Lissome as a bulrush wand, 

JAesh as meadowsweet new-blown, 

» • » • 

Sandal* lost, and loosened zone, 
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Our own »white Arcadian 
Touched with rc*e and creagiy tan, 
Eyes the colour that might fleck 
The red meadow lily’s ngck, 

' r * • _ 

Hair with the soft silky curl, 

Of some strayed patrTcian girl, . 
Beech-brown on the sunlit throat, 
Cheek of ta*vny apricot, 

Patted lips 4 n< i breast aglow,— 

• • 

Who but Syrinx, as ye know! 


Gone, swift as a darting swalfow, 

What could young .Pan dojbut follow ? ( 
(Have ye felj; the warm blood leap, 
When the soul awakes fr#m sleep, 

*At a glance from .some dark, eye 
Of ^ sudden passing by ?— 

Known the pulse’s hurried* throb 

• • • • 

And the breathing’s ^atch and sob* 
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When upon his racj with Deatti, 

.Life the rurjier halts foi* breath. 

* » 

♦•raki'ng with a happy cry 
His brief draught of cp«tasy?) 

Call I#"dicl>* with only laughter 
* ’Blown bhck, as I hurried •.after ; 

Till I reached the riverside, 

* 

> Where. I last had seen her glide 
* • 

In among the regtV, and the^e 

Lost her. But a breath of air 

. 

Moved }he gra«s«heads, going by, . 
Anti I heard file ‘rushes* sigh. 


So the chase has always .protegl; 
Aild .Pan never* yet .has doved, 
Bilt, the loVeti ont*all too soon 
Merged in music an^ wa^ gone,— 
ltlelted like a passing «trainf 
Vanished like a gust* of rain 
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Or a footfall of the wind, 

Leaving no£ a ti*ice behind. t 

r 

All that once was l’itys stirs 

In the soft voice,of the frs. 

* • M 

Lovers, when ye hear that sigh, 
• « 

Not without a grayer pass by ! 


And* O lovers, .when ye hear, 

« 

On a mornfhg soft and clear, 

All that onoc was Echo still 
\V an deling from hill to hill, 

Preatlje a prayer* lest y^ px>, stray, 
Lost upon the mountain ^fay, 

And go seeking all your lives 
Love, when but hiS ghost survives ! 


Then a swaying *'ivcr ^refcd , 

Frcyn the water, for my need, 
hn a dream I blindK' drew, 

Cut and fashioned, ranged and blVnv,- 
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ijuctl a music as was played # 

Never yet sjnee earth v^is made. 
Shilling, wild and dazed*and thin, 

All my welling, heart therein 

• * ® 

Trembled* fill the piping grew 

'Pure as fire and fine as de^, 

» 

Till confusion was untangled 

Frofn the crowding notes that jangled 

• • 

And a new-created world • 

• • 

•To my wonder was unfurled, . 
Spherg by sphere, as combing sense 

• • • • i 

Filtered at imminence 
Of the fragile thing called soul 
ust beyond,oblivions goal, 

And creation’s open door , 

*• * 

Kade me entef and ftxnlore. 


Slowly hill arid stream *and wood 

» • • . 

Merged and meltecj, for my mood, 
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With the colour of the sun 

* 

In the pipe I played (upon. 

Slowly anger frCm me fell, 

In the coil of'Shat new spell 
M.y own rfiusic laid'on me,— « 

Likt the grea/ rote of* the sea, 

Like the whisper of the stream, 

* « 

Like a wood ^ bird’s sudden gleam, 

Or the gusts .that swoop and pass 

* r 

Through t the ripe and sedding grasc 

Perfect rhythm and colour cast 

^ ^ • • * 

In the perfect mould at la.ft. 

1 c « 

* • 

Slowly I came back to poise,— 

A new self\vith other joy?* 

Qther raptures than before^ 

• « • 

Harming less and helping more. 

* 

I could strive no VnoiC for gain ; 
Being was my*true 'domain,* 
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AncUthe smiling peace that ever 

In the end outruns ‘endeavour. 

» * * 

^t was not enough to do f 

* • 

I must feel, but reason to®,*— 

• . . 

Find Uae ycftfect form and fashfon 

• • 

for the elemental passion ; » 

*Else must blemish still be hurled 
On *he beauty of the world,— * 

trloom and clang and hate alloy 

# • * 

Colour,* melody, and joy, 


Aiftl the violence of error 



So I felt the subtle change, 

Large, enduring, keen 4 *and stAnge ; 
And on that dyy long^ ago 
I became the goS ye know, 

.Made by musip out%>f ftian. 

Now g'e have*the*pipes of Tan, 
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• • 

Which ye^ call by Syrinx’ name, 
Keeping bright ^ littfe fame 

Few folk ever think upon. 

€ 

Ah, but wherb* is Syrinx gone? 


A?'the muitnt'iin twilight state 

T/trough the "woods from bole to bole, 

A dumb * wat'der setting free 

Every shy divinity, 

* • 

I %became % aware of each 

Presence, aspen, bass, and beech ; 

' . ' • • • ! 

A ud they all founf voia,\ a^fl made 

A green music in the shade. * 


Therefore, therefore, mortal man, 

V * «*. 

When ye hear the pipes c*f Pan, 

• . * 

Marvel not that tlyey should hojd 

« 

Something sad and calm and old, 

Li]<e an eerie minor Strain* 

• • * • 

Running through the^strong refrain* 
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All there is of human woe 
Pan has fathomed lAng ago ; 

* t * 

^.11 of sorrow, all of ill, * 

Kindly Pan remembers stiM # ; 

# . i 

DisapjKiintjTfcnt, grief, disdain, 

• • 

Akifled impulse and*bleak pzyn,— 

*Pan* has learned them ; Pan has known 
Plurdh and passions of his own. 


Tlrtis Pan knows the secret hid 

• • • • 

Under the Gr^t ^Pyramid ; 

Why yountj lovers for their love 
Jlunk the stars are light enough, 

And fliey very well may house 

•• * ** 

Iv the odorous* fir bb'tyghs,— 

• * . • 

T^hink thgre is no lighj of day 

» * • 

With the loved one gone away, 

•Use in life, nor ple;Rurft-*itnore 

• • , • ‘ • 

By the hearth $yt of door,— 
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Since all things begin and end 

9 

But to glad the littltf friend, 

* ' i 

And all gladness is forgot 

t 

Where the litftle friend is not. 

i 

Thus Pan rrj,elts yoim human nearr 
With the magic of his art. 

f 0 

Yet, O heart-distracted man, 

t 

When you bear the pipes of Pan, 

* , 

IVJarvel not that they shtjuld hold* 

Something sure and strong and bold, 

' . « ^ • * * 

Like a dominant refrain t. 

. « fr 

Heartening the minor strain. 

* 

‘ ft 

Come into the woods once more ; 
Leave the Sire and olose ^he door ; 
Trust the spirit that has jyiade 
Musical the light and shade, 

Still to guard yoti, still to,guide you. 
Somewhere in the wooS beside yoi^. 
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Pace* fpr pace upon the road 

To your larger next ^bode. 

though the world should lay a finger 
#* » . 

On your arm to bid you linger 

Ye^shalJ neither Tia.lt nor’tarry 

^fljjttle be the load ytc carry !)^ 

Whea ye hear the pipes ot* Pan 

, Shrill^and pleading in the’van. 

* ’T^is the music that has freed .you 

Firm the old life,*aVid shall lead you, 

Gently wise and strongly fond, 

• , . , 

“To the greater life beyond. 

•I * 

Yet I whisper to you, “Stay; 

That new life is here ; to-d&y 
* • * 

In youf home, whose roof shall rise 

* 

From the groun^ bef««K*your uj'es.” 


. For Pan loves you aad is near. 
Though no music fou ‘should hear. 
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« 

Hearken, hearken ; it will grow, 

Spite of bitterness a'.id woe, 

' « 

Clear and swefet and undistraught, 

(This old eafth’s impassioned thought,) 

* And the sorry heart shall ltfayn 

« 

What no rapture cohld discern. 

All the music ye have heard : 
Mountain brook and orchard bird;' 
Fifers in the April swamp, 

Fiddlers leading August’s pomp ; c 
All the mellow flutes of June 

, " i. i < 

Melting on the mating t t^c ; 

Pale tree cricket with his bell 
Ringing ceasefessly, and well, 

Sounding silver to the brass 
Of his coflsin in the grass ; 

i * i 1 

Hot cicada clacking by,, 

When the air is dusty dry ; 

Old man owl, with a noiseless flight, 

«- C 

Whoo-hoo-hooing in the night; 
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Surf erf ocean, sough of pine; 

Note of warbler, shatp and fine ; 

» * * 

Rising wind and falling ratn, 

$ * • 

Lowing cattle on the plain*;* 

* , » 

Arad tkat Ijrfrlly noticed sound 

« • 

When the apples ccrfne to grpund, 

, » 

On the long, still afternoons, 

In tkc shelter of the dunes ; 

J * 

« • 

Lhir and guggle, bark and c*y, 

, i • 

Bleat, Itum, twitter, coo and sigh, 
M(?w and belling, hoot and bay, 
CI*ck and chy'Juy, croak and neigh 
Whoof and cackle, whine and creak 
Jlonk and chatter, ca,w and squeak 
VVolf*and eagle, mink and moose, 

Each for his own jcf^uis use * 

• * , » 

lettering ^the heart’s desire 

As the season bade aspire ; 

• Folk of meadow, erdg, and dale, 

• • • > 

Opeir barren and d^eep swale,— 
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Every diverse rhythm and time 
Brought to ord^r, rafiged in^ rhyme : 
All these bublaiing notes once ran 
Thrilling throfigh the pipes of Pan. 


Think you Pan forgets the 

« 

Learned beneath the slim new moon* 

# « 

When these, throbbings all were bleiV: 
To, the dominant intent ? 

* . 


All the beauties^_ye have seen : c . 
Autumn scarlet, ^oung yag green 
Floating mists that drift and follow 
Up the dark blue rpountain^ hollow; 


Yellow sunlight, silver spray ; 

The wild cf eatures their play ; 

« ‘ . * 

.Through still hour§ the floating, seed 

Of the thistle and milkweed, 

« 

And the purple a'steffs snowed 

f • • * 

In a drift beside the road ; 
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t » 

Swarthy fern by pebbly shoal ; 

* i 

Mossed and mottled ibeech-tree bole 

fireflies in a*dcwy net, • 

#* 3 • 

When the summer eves are* wet; 

• , 

All the. briglft, gay-coloured thirds 

* » 

Bi*oyed in air on billanced wjngs ; 

All c’arth’s wonder ; then the sea 

In h’> lone immensity 

Only tlie great stars can shase, 

» » 

And the* life uncoVmted there 

Whtre # the coral gardens lie 

« * * » 

Ancj the paintejj droves go by, 

In the water-light and gloom, 
iylent till the day of jloorn*: 

These *have lent, as beauty can, 

» w » , 

Colour to the pipes sf*Pan. * 


Think you Pan^ forgeis thcy^^C 
Of th^jr primal m ? 1 odV, -Jw*. 
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Phrase and motive to revive 
Every drooping soul alive ? 


'All the wilding rapture shaiwd 

< l 

With the loyed one, Svhen ye dared 
(Lip to lip and knee to knee) 

Force the door of destiny,— 

Greatly loved and greatly gave, 

Too divine to stint or iave; 

All the passion ye have poured 
For the joy of the adore^ 

Spending without thought or ‘measure 
Young delight* and. priceless treasure, 
Grown immortal in the hour * 
When frcsth manlWd came in flower ; 

i 

r All the ecstasy unpent 

From sweet ardours finding vent 

< 

In the coming 0 V 1 spring, 

When the rainy uplands ring, 
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And ’the misty woods unfold 
To the magic as of ejd ; 

All the hot, c/elicious swoon* 

6f the teeming summer noojr.>, 

Whpn t|ie ye'ir is broug’ht to prime 
By* the *bees among '♦he thym^, 

And £ach mortal heart ma^e over 
By tbs: wind among the clover : 

Ail these glad things ye shall,find 
W£ith a 'fee and single mind, 
Dreaming eye and cheek of tan, 

‘l i^| * 

Lurking in the jjj>ipes of Pan. 


the forest wind weal by ,— 
Half a ivord and Judf a ,4 igh ;* 




On a, magic nigl.'t in Jun%, 

When the 'luchidrovf silcht moon 

» 

Flooded the bhie mountain clove, 

1 , » ’ 

And the stream < in my beech grove 


3 
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Uttered secrets strange and deep. • 
Like one talking in his sleep. 

Would ye enter, maid and *n?an, . 

The novit'ate of Pah ? 

Know the secret of the strain 
Lures you, through the summer plan, 
Guess the meaning of the thrill 
Haunts you on the autumn hill? 
Would ye too contrive a measure 
Out of love, to fill your {leisure ? 
Learn to fashion a flute-reed 1 " 

That should answer to love’s need, 
When the spirit in you cries 

* 4 » < * 

To be given forrr^dncl giuise 
Others may percgive and loye^ 

Fair and much accounted of,— 
fraves to be the tenant heart 

i i * * 

In some wild, new, Jovely art, 
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Sutfi aS haunts the glades of spring 

When the woodlands*bloom and ring 

‘ * 

»' ’ • 

While the silver yight still Broods 

• 1 • 

On *the*moijniain solitudes, 

Ai'itl the great white*plane^ s L *i 11 

• * 

Is undimmed upon the hill,— 

Ere i* hint of subtile change 

1 * 

Steals across the purple rangcj 

, • * 

Tb arouse the sleeping bird,— 

Hear the, wise r^ld master’s word, 

• * * 

Whcli he leads *t\ ; ic* pregnant notes 

From the reedy golden throats, 

» 

Afid the traveler, in their spell, 
Halts, and wonders 'i’hat_thcy» tell ! 


Hefe is Pay’s, gnsen flowjer, the earth, 

* 

*He has tended without dearth, 
‘Brought to blosgom, fruit, and seed 


By^ie ^sap’s imperioiys need, 
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When the season of the sun 
Sets its fervour fred to run. 

t c i 

Sap of tree and pith of man, 

Ah, but the'^ are dear to Pan ! 

T < ’ ♦. 

Not a creature stirs or mo'C'e*;, » 

* • 

But Pan heartens arid approves ; 

Not a being; loves or dies, 

, & « 

But Pan knows the sacrifice. 

Man or stripling, wife or maid, 

# « 

^Pan i» ever by to aid ; * 

And no harni can come to you, 

* • • < « % 

But his great lyrart feyd;f jt, too. 

Love’s use # Jet the joiner prove 

• •«» ' 

By the fit of torfffue anil groove ; 
Or the smith, wtro.se foage’s. ftlay 
Stubborn metal must obey ; 

.Let the temple-buflders own, 

* . » • 

As they mortise st^ne to stone ; 
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Or £he «saifbr, when he reeves 

Sheet and halliard through the sheaves ; 
» # * 

0 / th^ potter, from whose frheel 

Fair and finished shapes upstfeal, 

, • 

As by «iagis*of command, 

GuMed by the loving* hand. 


*Ye* behold in love the tether 
Bwding ?he great World together ; 

For without that coil of wonder 

{ , * , 

The,ground world would fall asunder, 

» » • 

And your hearts be filled with sadness 
a great god’s seemitig madness, 

Where they now have peace, and hope, 

v * % 

Soiyiewhere, somehow, > dmc will "ope, 

» ' i » 

And the loneliness be sated, 

» • * + ’ 

• % 

*And the longing be abated 


the loved one, lovety past 

1 * 

AU^magining at last, 
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Melting, fragrant, starry-eyed, 

« 

Like a garden in its pride, 

• | 

Odorous with ‘hint and rapture 
Of soft joys‘no word can capture. 


Ah, the sweet Pandean strain ! 

• *. 

He who hears it once shall gain 

Freedom of»the open door, 

* • a 

\yilling to go back no more. 

When ye hear the sea pipes thunder* 

• . * • * • * 

Bow the loving heart in •wonder ; 

When ye hear the wood pipds play, 
Lift the door*latclj and away ; 

When ye hear the hill pipes calling, 

I * ^4 • 

Where thfi pure <*wti brooks are falling 
Follow till your feet hav,e found 
The desired forgotten ground, 

And ye know, pas# all uolearning, 

By the raptured quench of yearni*g,, 
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t • 

Whaf tjie toreath is to the reed * 

* • 
Whence the magic nates are freer!,— 

What new life the gods discover 

*• • . 

To the loved one and the Ever, 

When their^ftibled drealns come true 

• • 

In»the wondrous fail* and ne\v> 

F8r the music of the earth, 
Helping’joy-of-he^rt to birth, 

(Fidd note, wood note, wild or mellow, 

. »' ' ' • ' . 

bidding all things fare and fellow,) 

Means that* wisdom lurks behind 
The enchantment of the mind ; 

And /our longing keen and tense 

\ >1 * , 

Still must trust*the of sense,— 

• » „ . 

Hint of colour, form, and sound,— 

Till it reach the perfect round, 

And complete^ blend* its’ strain 
Wi^h-dhe haunted*pipes agfiin. 
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* « 

Ye must learn the lift and thrill 

« 

That elate the wood pipes still; 

• « 

Feel the ecstaSy and shiver 

« 

Of the reed 'notes in the river : 

* 

• * « 

Shudder'to the minor trace 1 

In the sea’s, eternal Bass, 

And give back the whole heart’s treasui 

. ‘ • 

To supfemj; the music s measure, \ 

• t 

Glad that love should sink and sound 

• . , 

All the, beauty in earth s bound. ' 


All this loveliness which ran 
Searching through fhe pipes of Pan,— 

All this love must merge and blenA 

. * w / 

With Pan ’5 piping*W the«end. 

• * % 

.All the knowledge ye draw ne^r 
At the ripening of the year, 

Living one day at A time,. 

Innocent of fear or crime, 
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(WJien'the mountain slopes put ofi 
Their brave scarlet in the sun. 

• i • 

^her\ the sea assumes a blue 
Such as April neyer knew, ** 

And the marches, fields, and skies 

• • 

SilTg with colour as *day dies,} 

* *» * 

Peaceful, undistracted, free, 

In yjpur earth-born piety; 

Aft the love when friend for 'friend 

, • 

Dared misfortune to the end,— 

Fronted .failure, flouted harm, 

. •* * ' • '-A. 

FoHthe sake <jf fqlding arm,— 

Bravelier trod the earth, and bolder, 

* 

For the touch ,of hand, on shoulder ; 


All the homely smiles and t<jars 

Ever given childish yetJEs; 

• * % 

Eyery open,, generous deed 


Lending help to human need ; 

Every kindliness to a^e, 

’ » ♦ . 

Evp^ry* impulse true |ind sage, 
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Lifting concord out of strife, 

0 

Bringing beauty into life : 

• « 

These no feeblfe faith can ban 

« 

Ever from the pipes of ^an. 


Think you Pan forgets the scheme 
Or 'the 'cadence of his theme ? 

Ah, your wk must still discover 

* « , 

No mere madness of a lover, 

» * 

Headstrong, whimsical, and blind. 

« . ' « 4 * *« 

But a prompting, sane pnd # kind, 

Scope and purpose, hint and plan. 
Lurking in the pipps of Pan ; 
Calling ever, t smooth and clear. 
Courage td the lTt*dmg e*ir ; 

f * * 

.Fluting ever, sweet and high^ , 

Wisdom to the passer-by ; 

Sounding ever, soft *and fa,r, 

* . • « * 
Happiness no grief can mar. 
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THE PIPES OF PAN 

• • 

This enchantment Pan bequeaths 
Unto every lip that breathes ; 
Canning unto* every hand » 

Agile under will’s command,^ 

Unto avery.kuman heatt* 

The inheritance of art, 

Lighted only by a gleam 

Of tjie dear and deathless dream,.— 

Pi 5 wer out of hurt and stain . 

To bring beauty Lack again, 

And life’s loveliness restore 

. «• ■» ' . 

To#a toiling age once more. 


Yes, the world is growing o^d, 

But the joys it* used' ti 8 ?"*hold, ’ 

* j » 

Love and. beauty, only grow 

' !* 

Greater as they come and go,— 

•Larger, keenejp and ?nore splendid, 

• • . 

Se.sn *to be superbly blended, 
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As the -adenced years go by, 

Into chord and melody, 

Strong and clear as ever ran* 

Over the rude pipes of I^an. 

. ' . 

So the musk pqssed and died 
In the dark greep mountain side. ; 
The entranced ravine took on 

A 'new purpfc, faint and wan ; 

i \ 

And I heard across the bush 
A far solitary finish t i N 
From the hemlocks deep find*, still 

C 

Fluting day upon the hill. 
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MARSYAS, 

In Celaena; by Meander lived fl youth 
4 » 

* mice long ago* s 

/knd cvie passion* great and splendid 

• ^ 9 

» brimmed his heart to overflow,— 

* Filled the world for him \Yith beauty, 

• « • 

sense and colour, joy and glow. 

> 

• * 

Not ^ambition and not power, love nor 

luxury nor,fam\ • 

, * 

Beckoned him to join tftair pageant, sum- 

• i * ’ 

moned Marias by name, 

Bidding unreluctant* spfirit dare to keep 
»* • 
f She soaring Sim * 
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But tht^ sorceries of music, note and rap¬ 
ture, tone and thrill, 

Sounding the serene enchantment over 
meadow, .stream and hill, 

'Blew for him the undesisting mag : c call- 
note, followed still. 

And he, followe'd. Heart of wonder, how 

if 

the keen blue smoke upcurled 
From the shepherd huts ..o heaven! How 
the clew lay silver-pearled 
Where sleek-sicled cattle wandered thro ’gh‘ 
the morning of the world ! 

t 

• ft 

On a stream bank lay the idler drehming 
dreams—for u^v;^ Spring— 

And he heard tire frogs in chorus make 
the watery marshes *ring ; 

Heard new comerk at their,nesting in the, 
vineyards pipe and sing ; 
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Heard ,the river lisp below him / heard 

the wind chafe rped on reedr; 

Every earth-'fmprisoned creature finding 
• , 
vent and voice at need.,./ 

i 

AKJ i£ only,,so could rnoVtal longing and* 
• de'ight be freed*! 

Hark ! What piercing unknown cry comes 

• sfealing o’er the forest ground, 

» ( 

IJouring - sense and'* soul together in an 

» ecstasy new-found ? 

, „ , 

'Dream’s fulfilment brought to pass ana 

• * 

life untethered at a bound ! 


Then fit pauses, and the youth beyond 
the river-bepd p^srrifves 
A divine one in hdr bd’auty stand, half- 
hidden by tF?c leaves, 

Fingering a wondrous wood-pipe, whence 
the clear soutVd j8ys o? grieves. 
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As he ; looked, entranced and musing at 
the’ marvel of tj le strain, 

All her loveliness uncinct-ired with ' a 

, V, 

madness ^touched his brain, 

"And lovt, like a vernal fevpr, dyed him 

with its scarlet .stain. 

<■* 

But Athene, glancing downward in the 
silver of the stream, 

As she fluted, saw he/ .perfect mputh dis¬ 
torted by a seam ; , 

Faltered, 'afb'pped, alid,' ' disconcerted) 
seemed to ponder hall in dream 

» 

For a rueful moment; and then wp'th re- 
luctar.ce tosii .d i le reed 

' n 

She had fashioned ‘in a happy leisure 
mood to serve her fieed 
Bacfc into the tranquil river, nothing but 
a river weed, * 
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• • 

All tlie .cuflning life that filled it qj^bnched 
and spilt and flusg away, 

To go seaward to oblivion »on a wander- 

• • 

ing stream. But stay! 

The. yqpng # fihrygian lid* has s5en it,— 

» • 

• marked the current set hys way,— 

Stooped and picked it from the .water ; 

0 * • 

* *ptit the treasure*trove tojip; 

BJown hy> first breath, faint yet daring ' 
# felt the wild notes crowd and slip * 

into, mitfody" ancf meaning from each' 

* . • \ 

testing finger-tip. 

* . • 

Then, #.h, then had mortal spirit sweep 

and room a^ las^ tqjfrange » 

• » 

The Ibst limits of credtion*and the border- 

. • • 

lands of change, 

All earth’s loveliness* transmuting into 

• •• * 

something new* anfi strifnge ; 
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t ' * 

All of^J beauty, all of knowledge, 411 of 
vvoifder, fused gnd caught 

In the rhythffius of the rrftjsic, wcavihg 
1 , • < < 

out of fense and thought 
) 

"And a kouch dfdove the fabric out of 
, which the world- was wrought. , 

Arid the joy of each new cadence, as the 
- \ 
glad notes pressed and cried, * * 

.Eager for the strain’? fulfilment, as they 
rose and merged and died , 

°In the music’s utmost measure, ifrllecl the 

’ 1 I 

rose-grey mountain side,- — 

i 

Touched the sheep-bells in the nr-eadow, 
moved the ijj’shds ig the stream, 

V 

And suffused tHfc yduth with glory 4 s he 
passed from theme''to theme ; 

Made him as the gods of morning in the 
ampler adr offdre&m. 
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5' 


Ah, ‘what* secret, what enchantrient so 
could help the tyiman need, 

Sftve the brefcth of life tfiat lingered in 
• • 
the hollow of the reed, f 

0 

Since ^hc careless moutl! o’f beauty blessed' 
it—witlh so littl® heed ? 


There he stood, a youth transfigsred ‘in 
■Ahe young worlfl’s golder^ glow. 

Made iqamortal tn* a moment by th<i 
• music’s melting flow, 

Rattern of the artist’s glory for the after 
years to know. 


There *he stands for us in picture, with 

the pipe whereof, plays > 

• » 

The slow, large-eyed* catfle wonder, and 

• . * • 

the flocks forget to graze* 

While upon the hill a •hepherd turns and 
lisjens in ama/e. 
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In the \loods the timid creatures,*reassured, 
approach and pper, 

Half aware th£ charm’s allurement tlufy 
< ' 
must fcAjpw as they hear 

'Is the first fardboked-for presage of the 
, banishment of fair. 

Silencefalls upon the woodland, quiet , 
/ * 
settles on the plain ; 

IJarth and air and thd hlue heaven, witlv 
out harm or taint or stain, i 

Are restored to their old guise of k;rge' 
serenity again. 

Thus the player at his piping hi the 
early'anode Sod 'gray; 

Took from Wisdom 'the inventress what 
the earth in bounty’gave, 

And therein to* rewind completion put 
the beatitfg he&rt Snd brave. 
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So»yod*artists and musicians, ear^t awaits 

perfection still ; 

* • 

*Wisd»m tarries by .the brookside, beauty 
loiters on tl'ie hill, 

• * 

Fo? tl*p lojfe that shall reveal them with 
the yet undreamed-of»skfll. 


be therefore ^all your passion, the 
one ardour that ye spentl 
To enhance the craft’s achievemdit \yth 
si&i*ifica-.'»c ;pid trend, 

Maying faultlass >hc wild strain that else 

t 

were faulty to the end.. 


Love must lend the mr^gic cmdpnce—that 
* .unearthly cfying fall 
When the* simple sweet earth-music takes' 

us captive past recall, 

• * 

‘And the loved one and .the lover lose 

• • • 

-triis world, nor«care at all. 



SYRINX 

ONCE J saw (0 breath of Summer !) in 

t * 

the azure prime 'of June, " 
When the Northland* takes her „joy anfl 
s sets her wintered life in tune, , 

Vhe soft wihd come down the river, wijere* 

• « 

a heron slept at noon ; • 

i 

Stir the ripening ,meadow-grasses, lVft the 

lily-pads, ant^'stray y 

«- » • 

•Through the tall green ranks, of rushes 

a t [ 

Oowing to its ghostly sway ; 

Then I heard, it, ltke a whisper of the 

«r* 1 b 

world, take voice, and say: 


. 54 , 
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“ WLortal, By the woodwind’s murmur and 
the whisper of the stream, 

I, whp am the breath of grasses and the 

soul of Summer’s dreanf,* 

• • , • 

Once was Syrinx, whom a great god loved 

• • 

• and lost and m5de the theme 

“Of his mournful minor music. -Nay*, I 

a 

‘‘who had worn ^hc guise# . 

# • 

Which irilured hifti, yet eluded, vanishing 

• before his eyes, 

•• * • 

\Vh£n his heart held lonely commune, 

• • • 

taking ‘counsel to devise 

“ Somt new solace for sad _ lovers that 

• should give^he spi/ft vent, 

• • • 

Lovelier tljap speech of mortals where the 

stricken soul* is pent 

And the longing gropJs for language largp 

• • • 

enough for beauty s bent; 
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“ Whens he drew the reeds ahd , ranged 
them, rank by rank from low to shrill, 

Bound them wtth the flax together—I was 
inspiration still, 

'i was h'eartache crying through them, I 

• i 

. was echo on the' hill. • 

i. 

“ A"nd forever I am cadence, joyous, well¬ 
ing, sad, or fond,* 1 

When the breath of gocl dr mortal, breaking 
time’s primeval bond, 4 

r ' ^ * * 1 • 

Blows upon the mouths of wood ancfi all 
the mellow throats respond. 

’ i 

“ Not a flute, but I have hidden *ln its 
haunted hollow mou' v »l; 

, In the deep Sicilian twilight,, when the 
shepherd piped to /old, 

I .have been the‘eefie calling of the Pan 
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‘ Frpm the* Ivory monaulos, when tjhe soft 
Egyptian stars • ^ 

Sentri^d Cleopatra’s garden*;, ‘through the 
open window^-bars / * 

I want •forth**a splendid torment, *o’er the 

• • 

•dreaming nenuphars. 

»“ In the silver-mounted laurel played by 
' some Byzantine*boy, 

I»was frefizy, when* tfie throng nigljt aftes 
•night went mad for joy, 

As tifle dancer Theodora m^ide the Emperor 
her toy *■ 

“In th£ boxwood bound with gold I drew 

• 

. my captives»^lown me Nile* 

• * 

To the lo^e-feasts of Bubastis, lovers by 
the th»usand*file, 

Willing converjjs to nty love-call, children 
o& the changefess smile. 
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“ Babylonian Mylitta heard me keep. the 
limpid tune, ‘ 

When the lowers danced 'before h er a ^, 

the feast of the ney moon, 

'Till the' rosy flowers of biauty through 

‘ * 

> her sawed groves were strewn. * 


“ And Sidonian Astarte and the ^sian 1 
Cypriote 

* t i 

Knew ,the large, unhurried mdksure of 

my earth-sweet pagan rote, ' 

. 1 * • *• , 
When the danqing youths before them 

followed me from note to note. 

‘ I 

I 4 

“ Where some lithe Bithynian flifte-boy 

« * • 

nude tand gotden in^iche sun, 

« « 1 

..Set his red mouth to the tvyip pipes, I 
$vas in £ach pause and run, 

When his manfioott tool^ f the meaning 

t i 1 

of the love-notes one by one. 
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“ Aqd amid the fields of iris by the blue 
Ionian sea, • ® 

I was .solemn-diearted sweejftdfes and pure 
passion soon to be 

In the «dark-Jtaired little maid wl?o piped 

. • 

•her budding melody. 

*“ I was youth and love and Rapture,' I 

» »/* , . • . . 

, was madness in their veins, . 

Calling through fhe heats of Summer 

•calling in the soft Spring rains, 

« •* • * 

Fronf the olive I^hrygiau hillsides and 

the deep Boeotian plains. 

“ I biif blew, and mortals followed; I 

. but breathed}, and tHfey weih glad,— 
• • • 

King and gi^ndicant and sailor, courtesan 

* and shtpherd'lad ; 

• Ror there is nc^ creed *nor canon laid on. 

ramsic’s myriad? 
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“ Not ,a tribe nor race nor people born ' 
t.. 

in darkest savagery, 

Dwellers in the Afric ( forest'or the r'sland^ 

V 

of the tea, , 

But I wooed them from thfcir waV-d'fums 
‘ —made them gentle—set them ‘free. • 

“ Silence fell upon the tam-tams throbbing' 

terror through the night, 

•And the prayer-gongs ceased tb conjuVc 
\ , 
cowering villages with,, friglit, 

When my cool note,, clqar as morning, 

called them to a new delight. 

( 

“I, the breath of flute and oboe, 1 golden 
wood and sYiver re«sJ, 

Put away their fear, and ,t3ught them 
f* with my love-tone to give heed, 
t When the love g?ew larg'e within them, 

* <• i 

to the lovely spirit’s need. *• 
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‘ Henceforth no mere frantic rhythm of 
beating foot and yatting haiaa* 

Nof monotonoits marimba ccfild suffice for 
soul’s demand, 

Whey Joy yalled her wayworn children 
^nd*Peace wandewed through the lanc^. 

“ Love must build a better music than 
■frie strumming fembouring 

Ty ensphere his worlds of wonder,^height, 
wind depth and space between, 

I^ca^irc^ands for Soul, the lover, to 

• • 

preempt* as his demesne. 

“ So h€ took the simple reed-note, as a 

• # 

. dewdrop clejf and rbund, 

Blew it (jtyigic of creation!) to the 
tenuous profound 

Of sheer gladness, U£hf and colour o£ 
the universe oT sound.* 
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“ And there soars the shining structure, 
to#*?, on tone as star on star. 

Spheres of., knowledge ar.d of beauty, 

0 

where* love’s compensations are, 

-And the plenitudes of spirit move to 
rhythm without,.a jar; c 

“ pvery impulse in its orbit swinging to, 
the utmost range 

Of the normal sweep of being, through 
1 unfathomed gulfs of change, 

Poised, unswerved, and never filling 
aught unlovely or unstra.ige. 

“ When some dark Peruvian lov.er set 

the love-flute to his, lip, 

**> 

I was the new soft enchantment loosed 
upon tlpe dusk, to slip 
Through the trees ,..and thrill the loved 

t 9 1 

one fromwarrh nape to fingertip; 
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& 

“ Till she could not choose but follow 


• • 

where my player^piped former; 

So»I roused ‘(he love withifi .her, set the 
* g>T s y pulse astir, * 

With my wil^l delicious pleading, strong* 
# as hicefrse, fine myrrh. t 

• • • • 

« 

“ When for love the Winnebago took his 
Aourting-flute a»d played^ 

His wild theme for»dAys together near the 

• • 

.lodge door of his maid, 

I* w%s tffual and Capture of the triumph 
he essayed* 

• • 

“And.my brown Malayan lovers pierce 

the living g<jld bamboo, * * 

For fhe lone melodious accents of the wind 
• • • 

to wander through, 

While my haunting spirit •tells them many 

a secret old a*d ttue. 

<■* 
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' i 

“ In the soft Sumatran pan-flu«te with its 
sev*tm notes I plead ; 
am help to the Marquesancin his slender 

< 9 

scarlet* reed ; 

'-'From tlve immemorial Fast, I draw my 
dark-eyed gypsy., breed. 

' Chukma, Dyak, Mahalaka, Papuan and i 
Ashanti 

Hillmen from the Indiafi snows, canoemen 
* from the Carib sea, 

^Tribesmen from the world’s twelve cotner?., 
at my whisper come to Yne— 

“ All the garlanded earth-children iti their 

gala "bright array, •• 

Laughing like fhe leaves, or sighing like 

, the gracs-hoads wh?ch I sway; 

For my lure is* swift to lead them, ar>d 
1 > ** 
my solacd strong 9o stay. 
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&5 

“ And the road must melt before them and 

» • 

their piping fill ^11 lands, 

Till a new vorld at thei^ fluting like a 

I • • • 

magic flower expands, , ‘ w 
An^ foul’s,*inexpIored dominioft is sur^ 1 

• rendered to the'*' hands. 

“ Did not I, the woodbreath, calling, make 

, • 

thy mortal pulses ring, # 

i^nd thy. many-seftsflned rooftree with it$ 

• dusty rafters sing ? * 

•• • • • • # 

Wa/ not I the long, sweet love-throb in 

• • * * 

the muSic-house of Spring ? 

• • 

“ Think how all the golden* willows and 
— the maples, •crimson-keyed,* 

Kept the rare appointed Reason, flowering ( 
at the*instanf need, • * 

When the wood-pipes* g;fve my summons 
aj|d the marsffy flutes Vere freed ! 

5 
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“ Love be, then, in every heart-beat, when 
the *y^ar comes round to J une, 

And life reachVs up to raptaire, lingeriftg 
on the - 'pprfect tune, 

t 

As this evening in your vaj.ley silvered 
by the early moon.” ' , 

Thus I heard the voice of Syrinx, by 
, the drea<ny river ’shore, 

* » I 

Sift and cease, as one might pass''through. 
' a lars/e room and close the door ‘ 

l o . V | ’ 

> ' * * * 

And I knew myself a t stranger on Vhis 

lovely earth no more. 
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Hear, O Syrinx, thou • lost dryad ! 

> * 
Marsyas, thou qjortal, hear f 

If to lovely and free # spirits it* is granted 

• • , • 

to draw near 

» 

Ajid revilit the* whole earth from some 
far off apd # twflight sphere, * 

* 

• • 

Like tlfc limpid star of evening hanging 
^ o’er the darjjf.hill brow, * 

Globed in ligftt to touch tfiis valley where 
•• a worshipper 1 bow, • 

O. give heed, apd of £our wisdom help , 
a .tiortal lover now ! 
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Lend him, novice at your 'flufe-work, 
leaner of the magic cry, 

Something, howsoever faulty* of that cun- 
ning ecstasy,— 

*fhe inevitable cadence where^fhe raptures 
pause and die,—* * « 


Ydu coul<j marshal at your bidding from 

• the vvinet-blown river reeds,— 

* . . 

Mark to rhythm and mould to beauty,-* - 

.plastic for perfection’s, needs ; * 

• * • b f 

Skill to give the spirif lodgment \&here 

the longing fancy leads !* 

• * 


« • 

Souls of lov,ers lost in music ! Yo*u who 

were'beloved of Part 

< • * 
Piping madness through thje meadow 

‘where t*fte silver river ran* 

You who, favoured' of Athene, found her 

l * 4 

careless gift to man,— 
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O stray Either, and recalling some such 
earth-born goldefl hour m 
Wher\ the thrushes pased tftefr sorrow, and 

the laurel was in flowed, 

• . 

Give 4his llftt lost child of nature one 

. • 

•least pittance of your ,poWer! 


So he shall be well accounted Ipve’s own 
minstrel first and best, 

By anoth*er shy wild Syrinx when he put*; 

* the^n'ft to, test, . * y 

l'or»*a single # day immortal. »And the 

gods make good the rest! 

» • 


Hear, * sweetheart, the .lonely t thrushes, 
pure and Reading up the Hove 


Frpm the dark moon-haunted hemlocks, 

• | | 

and th*e spacious dim beech grove, 

• • 

Pierced by low.’s own silvejr planet with 

• * • 

a path for us to rove, 
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Comes the rapture, clear, unsullied,, un- 
distfttcted, undismayed, 

I * 

Heart of eafrth that still rdmembers how 

i • ' t 

her strength and joy were made, 
When t'he breath of life given--and 

< the touch of dobm was stayed,—* 

« 

The great joyance of creation welling' 

« 

■ through the world once more ; 

' • , 

Dove rn power and pride and passion, 
crying still at beajity.s (loop: 

' * i< f 

Soul in contemplation, ranging the ‘star- 



Once . . . O little girl, lift up that dear 
wild''tender wood-nymph’s face 
To your lover’s who so loves-you, giaddpn- 

, i 

*ing all this leafy place, 

•Where as mjusic merged,, in moonshinte 
• ' < . 
sense and spirit^ interlace ! * 
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In. th<* first of time was Hathor, the 

Egyptian Ashtcireth, m 
• • 

She , who iSore Jhe mfljHty Sun and 

quickened nature with* her breath, 

* c ^ a 

R»d#ed tbff cradle of the Nile and gave 
• men life and £ave then> death. • 

Once to share her mysteries, .when e*arth 

grew green with sprins?. there came 

. • * 

'To her temple in Bubastis, needy ahd 
uficnowr* tc^ fame, , •' 

► • 

A‘young her^lsrrvm golden-haired and tall, 

Argalioth by name. 

* • 

• • 

And his undcflower«*l boaujy, fair as 
' . lotus, sift*? as palrn, * 

.With his* voice like sweet hill-water 

sounding in the choric psalm,* 

• • 

Touched th»,mighty heai;t there brooding 

t • * • 

in inviolable £alm. 
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i 

And a sigh as of the wind arose; the 
song Vas hushed ; the veil 
Of the Shrine,' which none'might enter, , 

V 

moved and shimmered like a sail 

(!)r the golden boreal lights‘-«that “hang 

\ 

• across ooir Northern trail. ' 

l 

In astonishment the dancers halted. Then 

the voice* said, “ Peace ! 

* » « 

Let my -son Argalioth come near.' It is*- 

a, gift of peace. 

* 4 

Henceforth „ only. truth, and goodness, 
finding virtue, shall find peace.” 

Then the lad arose and went behind the 
. ^ « 

veil, and all was still.'.:, 

< 1 ' 
Slowly, as from out all distance, rising 

fat and fine and shrill, 

Came a flute-ryotc, strong ,,as sea-wind, 

l _ * < 

clear as morning on the hill, 
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Grew apd* gained and swelled and 
triumphed, lingerii^g from toa»e ?o tone, 
Golden^ deep *0 silver treble*, pure and 

passionate and lone, • 

* • j 

Marking tirr*£ to things eternal, touching 
toounds of spirit’# zone. • • 

• • 0 • 

billing all the space between with all the 
* .wonder and despair— • 

Reach aiiti compass and fulfilment soul- 

%ould ever dream or dare— * 

. * * 

or tm bliss be^’on^l all telling, when the 

wild sense grows aware. 


a Then before those spellbound ^watchers 

<—**■■ From the ii-fily Place returned 

• • » 

1 Thg youth, .girt in scarlet linen, with a 

* 0 

countetTance where burned * 

"The great glor^ of h*s vision and the. 
secret he had fearned. 
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In his hand a yellow flute-regd b.° un< L 
w'ltk seven silver bands ; 

From brown foot to rdd-gold , hair a 
figure that might haunt all lands 
With distraction and enth*n.lmers;t,«while 
< this earth in bfeauty stands. • , 

I 

Not a v^ord he spoke ; serenely trod tht 
. • 
marble' to the door ; 

* « 

Set the flute to mouth, and pip'mg strains 
\ no ear had heard before, * 

Passed cut through the ( golden weather, 
and no man beheld him more. 

i I 

Yet there .lingered, ah, what music ! Not 

a listener in that farong, - — 

# < ' 
Through the years that came upon him,' 

' but at times would hear' the long 

| 

Piercing antj melodious qadence, summer- 
sweet and autumn-strong, ' 



The m^gi.c flute 


7 % 


He^rd so* long ago; and always, as if 

musing, he would say, * 

* _ % 

, “ It is, HathoPs magic flute.' ’In some blue 

valley far away, • 

9 % 

By a well jjlliong the palms, her wanderer 
* has paused to filay ! ” • • 


* For through all the earth he.wandered 

with his magic pipe ; aiTjl none 
•H eard tfiat piping, but they straightway 

knj^v that* th^ir old life w;;s dore, , 

* .» 

And the glagiour was upon 'them, pru- 
dencc lost and freedom won. 

i • 

» * 

, He i?was who touchcd,with .madness, soft 
sweet ina-iness of the sprihg, , 

The green-throated frogs, whose chorus* 

* ^ ® 

make% the grass)- meadows rin;*, 

t • 

And .the birds, who come jvith April and 
ifiust break their heart or sing; 
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Touched his fellow mortals even with a 
madness of the 1 mind, 

Till they tocr must rise and "follow, )eaving i 
sober tacks behind, 

While a "thing called love pcttisessed them 
- with aacraving jhveet and blind, ' 

And they knew no fear thereafter, save 
the one> supreme despair,— 

Having; loved to lose the loved one, the 
one lovely friend couRl share 

, « * 4 , 

The vast loneliness of being. What eiute 
bitterness were there ! 

And we all are Hathor’s children, brothers 
of tho frogs and birds-. 

, Who have listened once forever-to the pipe 
whose nVagic words * 

None can fathom'" though we follow 
dumbly as the flocks and herds. 
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- '/ 

i Thenceforth howsoe’er we wander, all our 

* * ' 

care is but to knpvv # * 

Truth,^the Soieeress whose sjhall of beauty 

can entrance us so, , 

# , 

As it , was *vith happy lovers *in their* 
, »wis?iom long ag». , , 


»And to all men once a lifetime comes tlyit 
** music sweet anTl shrill, . 

• » X’ 

pleading .for the ‘life's perfection, t goocds 

• • preferment over ill, • t 

,** *.* • * , 

flfeatjfy's issue from debasement, the de¬ 
liverance of will. 


Many*hear it not, or hearing turn with 

*, ‘ * 

„ heedless heafls away, , 

• " • , • 

Or their soy), is deaf with greed or lbs£ or 

anger*or dismay, • ' • 

And the precipus fat<?fuf inomenj: passes. 
Mt the wise *are they* 
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Who preserve without disquiet the serene 
and open mind, 

The impassioned poise of spirit, lodged in 

senses m,ore refined, 

< 

Yhan the- quaking aspen breathed ,orj. by 

\ 

the un.'ipen secret wind. ' < 


So,, in spite of tears and turmoil many a 
radiant hour they'‘know, 

Hearing o’er the roofs of men the far off 
'magic woodpipes blow,. * 

With a message for the morrow bicTding 
them arise and go. 

And that message ? What I cherish 'most, 
< ,» 

this syeet white night ^of June, 

When from sheath of fragrant^ lace-work 
siips one- shoulder, like thc< moon 
From the f pine-tops 'with a Justre such as 

‘ ' ' i 

made its lbver swobn. *> 
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*/ 

,Oftce^ on ^ Latmus ; when your hair falls, 

like a vine the st;ys peep tjjrcJugh ; 

Wherr I kiss i^our heart oiS|, much as 

I ’ • . , 

mighty Pan the reed-pitlj drew, 

And _,ypur J^reath in one “Beloved!” 

’ / 

answers like the reed he bjew ; 


iVhaf I prize most and most treasure, 
* is this knovtfledye great and sure : 
lie who knows love,*knows th*c secret,— 
• Jne who has love has the lure,,— / 

^ I f ^ 9 

Of* the ’strain whereto this earth was 

* # • • 

moulded »well and must endure. 

< . 

• * 

Hush, *ah, hush! Lie still ! The music 
is not yet gone from’the firs, 

Haply here tire Ancient Mother, in this 
I solitude of hefs, • * • 

Where the mighty vei> a( silence, leaves 

* '* • ' 

ariit stars, the hill-wind »stirs, 
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Some new larger revelation would vouch¬ 
safe,to you and me, 

Of the sorcn'ries of summer or the secret 

V f I 

of the sea, 

< 

r Whose sheer beauty shalk* enth/ajl us 

\ 

, while jts truth shall set us flee.. 

O my golden Syrinx, surely we have. 

heard the magic "flute, 

Whose dark, wild mysterious transport jn 

a moment can transmute > 

* 1 
» * * '*t 

All the heart and life forever, mykihg 
spirits that were mute 

Musical and glad ! And we have listened 
< t * 

to that lost flute-stfain, 

♦ < ’ < 
Whose long, sweet and sobbing minor is 

<the reebrd of the rain,— '< 

Whose proud passihn is thp gladness when 

the spring comes 'back again.*" 
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IIai;k, th.e thrushes at their fluting! The 

» 

old wizardry and’ stress * 

Of £n,tranccnYent a/e upon *thejn. Wise 

ones of the wilderness, • 

' * , » 

Who tan sffy but they have burdens of 

*a joy beyond otir guess?* » 


t * 

Long since did thy magic minstrel take 

• » 

them silent from the boifgh 
* * • 

In his hands, and with the secret breath 

* t » 

j yf We their throats endow, * ’ 

As tliis rose r rfd mouth of" beaut) burning 
« mcwarcl I do now ! • 



A SHEPHERD - IN LESBOS' 


ALL night long my cabin roe f resqupded 
.With the.-mighty Murmur of th& rani ; 
All night long f heard the silver cohorts 
Tramping down the valley to the plain ; 

U 

All night long the ringing rain-drop^ 

; volleyed * 

' ' ' **| 

On the hollow drum-heads of the ltavLs 
' 

In a wild tattoo, while gusty 1 hill-winds 
Fifed The Young Pans’ March about the 
eaves.' 

So all night wifnin ithe mountain forest, 

‘ t 

Paused*the shadowy forces review; 
And they bore mt back to time’s beginning 
When the wbnde'r of 'the world wc,s new. 
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Then from out the gloom there came a 

vision . m * 

(X the beaaty of the cartk of old.— 

• ♦ , # 

The unclouded face and gracious figure, 

• , % 

F^l^ted '*«th laurel and green ? stoled, 


Such as Daphne wore the day .she 

4b 

wanderecl • . 

• • 

t Through the ifileht beech-wood^ of the 


god, 


When a sui lray through the roof of shadows 

* • * ‘ 

Wheeled And stole behind her where she 
trad.— * 


When the liveliness of cflrth, transfigured 

• »• 

By onc^touch ©f rapture, i$reW di'*ine, 

Ere it fled before the*imveilcd presence 

» • » • • 

To.in-dvvell forever its green shrine. 
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' * 

\ 

Like a mist I saw the hair’s gold glory, 
The graye eyes, the childish scarlet lip, 
And the ros< -pink fervour t<hat afforded 

S i. 

Soul the sheath to fill from tip to tip. 


6 n her mouth .she laid a warning finger, 
And h»r slow calm enigmatic smile 

o» 

Told me, eye she spoke, one half the 
fnessage ; 

, Then I. heard (my heart' stood ..still the 

»; V? 

while), 


“ Mortal, Vvouldsthliou know the maddening 
transport. „ » 

No. ineuy earth-born lower may attain, 

o y 

Till some woodland ,dcity hath loved him, 

And her bea,uty mounted to his Jjrain ? 
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• , * 

“ Thenceforth he becomes, with her for 

mistress, * * 

• % 

ivf aster of tlie moods an<| minejs of men, 

Moulding as he* will theft deeds and 

’ * daring, » 

0 | 

All their follies open to hi-? ken ; • 


» . 


“Yet is he a wancterer forever, ♦ 

• • • 

• Without.respite seeking the unknown. 
VvAuldst^ thou / Ic^tvc the world, for Vme^ 
“ who offers, 

But the beauty bounded by her zone ? ” 


When I woke ift golden morning dyeing 

• 4 *" • ■ * 

The darl* .valley and the purple hill, 

Flushing the doorway of the for^t, 
Flo^vercd my mountain laurel, .cool and 

•‘still. * ’ 
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\ , 
How I chose ? Have ye not heard, in 

Lesbos *' 

Of a m;yl jfoung shepherd ’by the .shore, 

Whose wild piping bids t,hc traveller tarry 

* « 

Some immortal sorrow to explore?* 


On a morning by the river marges 

‘ • . 

Many a passer-by hath heard .thVit strain; 
Swe^-t and sad and strange and full* of 
longing 

As a bird-note through the purple rain. 


In a maze the haunted music, holds them 
Wfth its rcfeaning past all gue*.; or care; 
\Vith its .magic n&te the lopely cadence 

1 a * 

Swells and sinks and 'dies upon the air; 
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• • 

*A n d they "say, “It is the stricken shepherd 
Whom the nymph’s enchantment set 
• ^ astray* 

And the spell of his bewildering vision 

• Holds him fast a lover from »that da/. 

/ » 

* 

* * • 

“ f^is dark theme no mortal may interpret ; 

But forever when the wood-jiipes blow, 
Some remembered ^and mySjerious echo 
Calls u$ unresisting and we g< 5 .” 



DAPHNIJ 

I KNOW that face! r , 

« 4 

In some lone forest place, 

When June brings back the laurel to the 

' ’ hill-, * , • 

, «<• 

Where shade*and sunlight lace,' 

Where all'day long 

The brown birds make their* song— 

A music that seems never to hav<? known 

4 • 

Dismay nor haste nor wrong— 

0 

I ‘once before 

Have ‘jeen»thge by the shore, 

As if about to shejl ithe flowery guise 

I f « • 

And be thyself pnee* mo*e. # 

88V 



DAPHNE 


Dear, shy, Voft face, 

With just the elfin trace • * 

Tliat*lene Is t hy <h u m a n beauty ftic last: touch 
'Of wild, elusive grace ! • 


Can»it t>e true, * • 

• • • • 

A god did once pursue 

it 

»Thy gleaming beauty through the nlimmer-. 

• I S Si 

ing wood, * • 

9 • 

•tiff {inched* in the Dorian dew, • 

• * # 

Too jjiad to stay . • 

His hot and headstrong way, 

% • 

Dementecf by tlje fragrance of thy flight, 

^HeedlS^s of thy dismay^ * 


• r • • 

But I to thfe 

•More gentry fond would be, * 

Nor less a lover woo tfie*e with soft words. 

• • • 

And-^vfoodland melody; 
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DAPHNE 

♦ » 

\ , 

Take pipe and play 
Each for^t fear away; 

Win thee tif idle in the let.fy shade* 

All the long, summer day ; 

Tell thee old tales ' ' « 

Of love, that still avails 

JVlJoi'e than all mighty things in this great« 

* ^ 

world, . ' 

Still wonder works nor* fails ; 

•' * 

V * * 

Teach thee new lore, 

How to love more and more, 

And find the‘magical delirium , 

( i 

In joys un^hessed before. 

1 would try ovtr 

Andr ovefl- to discover « 

Some wild, sweet, foolish, irresistible 
■ * < 1 
New way to be thy love!"— • , 
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• 0 

New, wopdfous ways 

To fill thy golden days, m * 

Tfty Iqvely pa£an body with^delight, 

I ' • * 

Thy loving heart with praise» 

** * 

For I would learn, * 

* * * • 

Deey in the brookside ferii, 

The magic of the syrinx whisperyig low • 
With bubbly fall and turn ; 


Mftck.cf^ry note * 

% • * 

Of the green ^vood bird’s throat, 

►Till some,wild strain, impassioned yet serene, 
Should form and float # • 


Far *through*the hills* • 

Where m»l}ow sutilight fills 

The world with joy, ancf from the purple vines 

The twtw of life distil*. • 
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*"92 

Ah, then indeed 

Thy heart- should have no need 

To tremble vit a footfall inHhc brake. 

And bid thy bright linibs speed. 

' 

( * I 

, t 

But night \frould come, s 

< * • 

And I should .make thy home 

# * 

Jn the deep pines, lit by a yellow star 

Hung in the? dark blue dome— 

* 4 * 

* • ° 

,A fkagrant house » ' v 

Of woven • balsam boughs, , . 

Where the great Cyprian mother should 
receive 

« 

Our vvarpi unsullied vows 



ti;e lost dryad 

WHERE gre you gone from the forest, 
Living the mountain-side lonely 
And all the ljeech woods dese,**iQd, 

O my dear Dayhrj^ ? 




# J' 

^11 ^tli*’ day lon£ I go seeking* 

Trace of yyJtir flowerlike footprint. 

Will not the dew on the »meadow 

0 

Tell tale of l 3 aphne ? * • 


Wttl not tiic sand bn tire sea-shore 
Treasure that magical impi^ss* • 

For the disconsolatc»l©nging 

• • • • 

Love& of Daphne ? • • 
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' r 

Will not the moss and the fetn-bcd 
Bearing tfie mould,-of her beauty, 

Tell me w lit re wandered and rested* 
Rose-golden, Daphne ? 

4 . 

I 

' . I 

* * « 

All the night through I go hearkening 
,, • - 
Every wild murmurous echo,— 

•Hint of, your laughter,—the birdlike 

Voice of mv Daphne. 

* ' * 

r Why" do - the poplar ledves whisker , * 

Things to themselves in the .silence, 
Though no wind visits the valley, 
Daphne, my Daphne ? 

r # J 

( 

Listen ! I hear* their small voices, 

An felfin* multitude, mingle, < 

Lisping ,in silver-'ieaf language, 

“ Daphne, O Daphne ! " 
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* • 

Listen ! I »hear the cold hill-brook 

• • 

Plash down the clove on its pebbles, 

ATitl *the ravir^; drenched in •yioonlight 

• , » 

Echoing, “ Daphne ! ” 


“ D^hne,” the rain says at nightfall; 

“ Daphne.” the wind breathes at morning ; 
'And a voice troubles the hot noon 

• V 

Uttering “Daphne." • • 


Ak, \^h»t impassicfticd remcmbrartce,^ 

In tlffc dark.pines’in the starlight, 

pouches the dream of your, wood-thrush, 

0 

O my lost Dajfhne. * , 


Dyefng hi.^ fleep like* a Wibble 

• • * 

I Coloured ^or joy, *ind the note cTimel, 

Golden, enchanted, etcfiml, 

• • 

Calling«for Daphne! 
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O Mother Earth, at how’ many 
Thresholds of lone-dwelling mortals 
Must I, a vr-yfarer, tarry, „ 

Asking for Daphne ? 

« 

I , 

How many; times set their faces ' 
.Fade to incredulous wonder, 

Hearing in some remote vale 

• 1 ✓ , 

The <ory of Daphne,' 

I * , 

« 

Er«j. I at last through the. twilight 
.. Y <- %r 

Hear the soft rapturous outcry, 

' * 

n 

And as of old there will greet me 
Far-wandered Daphne ? 



THE JdEAD fAljN 


Wl-Jp Ifcith clone this«thing? What wond<y 

* is' this* that lies • 

, • 

On the green earth so still under purple 


skies, 




T a hyacinth fihaTt the careless .mower 


* • lias cut 9 

0 * 

And thought of no more ? 

• • 1 


s ■ 


Who hath wrought this^ pitiful wrong on 

tie lovely earth ? • 

• ^ . 

What ruthless lufnd could ruin t^iat harm- 

^ • _ 

less njjrth ? 

O heart <*f things* what undding is liere, 
never now 

To ba tnended mcfre! 



§8 THE DEAD fAUN 

No more, O beautiful boy, shall thy fleet 
feet st "ay 

Through the cool beech 'wood on the 
shadowy mountain way, 

Nor halt by the well at noon, nor trample > 
the flowers 
l On the forest floor. 

Thy beautiful light-seeing gold-green eyes, 
so glad 

Whnn day came over the hill, so wondfous 
sad - 

« ' 

When the burning sun went slowly under 
the sea, 

Shall look no more. 1 

# 

l 

Thy nimble fingers that plucked the fruit 

i • 

from the bough, 

Or fond'ed the hymph’s bright hair and 
< t ' 
filleted brow, v 
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Or, playeS the wild mellow pipe of thy 
father Fan, • • 

■§ha1l ,play nft more. * , 


Th^.’ s^nsitfve ears t^jat knew all the speech 
• Qf tha wood, m , 

Ev»ry call of the birds an*d the creatures, 

| • 

and undenstoq^i 

What the wind ,to» the wat#r said, what 
.* * the river Replied, 

S$ial^ hear no lrufte. 




Thy scaflet ark lovely, mouth which the 
8nyads knew, » 

Dear whimsical* ardent 
. spoke* through, 

For all tfte kisses of life thaf it took and 
gjive, • ^ 

Shall’say no more. __ 


mouth »that lo^e 
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Who hath trammelled those' ffet that 
» 

never cgain shall rove ? * 

Who hath bound these harfcjs that r never 
t again shall move ? , 

Who hath quenched the larfrp in ■cthhse, 
> eyes tHat never again ' ' 

Shall be lighted more ? 

<» 

' 1 ^ 

Who hath topped those ears from our 

’ * . 

heurt-broken words forever i* ' 

hath sealed that wonderful mobtft 
* * < 

with its secret forever ? 

' « « 

Who hath touched this innocent being 

t 

with pitiless ^eath, < ' 

And he is no* more ? L 

• * 

• * 

. 

He was fair as a mortal and, spiritual as 

* * , • 

a flower ; * 

'He knew no .hate^ but wae happy ^within 
the hour. 
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• • 

The God« had given him beauty and 
freedom and joy 4 ^ • 

•tfloirid they give no more ? * 

* * 

\ 

• • • • ' * • * 

• Is alfr theij* wisdom <\nd power so fond a 

* tiling ? * * • . 

* • • | 

Mijst he perish, nor e\;er return witli 

returning Spring, , . 

* • 

But be left like a dead-ripd fruit bn <he 

• * o 

» "^rofind for a stranger • 

To find and d&p^ore? 


* They hpve given to mortal man the im- 

• • 

^mortal scope, , * 

The perilous chance, um%st anci remem- 
* brange* and hop’e, • * 

That imperfection may come, to perfection 
still 

• , 

By yime fabled *hore. 
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' THE DEAD FAUN 

*- C* 

Did they give this being, Ihis marvellous' 

work of their hiyids, , 

No breath cr[ the greater ,!ife with'lt^* 
» , * 
grief and demands ? 

* * 

Ho beauty and love without bitter k,r\P" - 

' *c 

■ ^ ledge attain « • « 

This and no mo#e? 

f . 

■ < 

The v&fid mijy whispef td him, he will 
heed no Vnore ; * • * . — » 

« ’ " r , 

The* leates may murmur*, and lisp, he 1 

* V. * , < *, 

will laugh no more; • * 

1 « * 

The oreads weep and be heavy at heart 

for him, ’ * 

« • 

He will care ‘ntj. more. , 

* • - 

Tfie reverberant ‘thrushes ma]/ *?eal from 
tHe ffemlock glooms,' « 

The summer clouds 1 be woven on azure 

• • • • 

looms; 
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• • 

He is d<?ne with all lovely things of 
eai^th forever 
Alia ever mcjre. 



HYLAS' 

* 

QDOL were the grey-mottled beeches, 

Ouiet with noon were the fern-beds, 

Wh'ere^by the bubbling, spring water 

Tarried young Hylas. * 

» 

% 

Whistlh.g a song of the rowers, 
Dipping his jar till it gurgled, 
Suddenly there‘the bright naiads 

(Woe for theft, JHylas!) 

4 

Ldoked and beheld his fair beauty 

* « 

Better ithtlr vgell-head, anti straightway 

Exquisite longing possessed them 

‘ • • 

Only for Hylas.* 


IO4 



.HYJ^AS 

\^h§n he feturn^d not at sundown, 
“Over lsng,” said his *:ompani*yis,* 
A* sto^v dismay came upon Sherry, 

t 

‘i Tarries young Hylas.” • 

Never a rain did his comrades 

® • • # 

Fin^ the lost rower, nor maidens 

See from their doorways at twilight 

Home-coming Hylas. * 

• • 3 


Thenceforth another must labour 
To tilt timed* thufl of his rowlock, 
^.nd only legends keep tally 
Of the lost Hyfas. * , 


• • w 

Yet even rSjiv, when the springtime 

■Visits then valley, and rain-wiads * 


Voyage for Iannis undiscovered, 
As oi*c 5 did Hylafe, . * 


105' 
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HYLAS 


With' a great star on the hill-crest 
In purple y^vening, a flute-note , 
Pierces the t'usk, and a voice calls, 
“ Hylas, Hylas ! ” 



AT PH/E»5RA’S TOMB , 

•* • 

* • • • 

What old grey ruin can this be, 

Besi 4 e the blue Saronic S m ? 

*What tomb is tjjus, what temple here, 
* • • 

, Thus side by side sc^ many a # year ? 


TI£s ihat tempi* Phrndnl built*, 

To Aphrodite', having split 

Her whole heart’s great warm love 

» • 

vain, * . 

• • 

•One lovely mortal’s love t# gain^ 

Yet <rustin_g r bv that«fervgnt wilt, 

• , 

.Cohsuifiing ’and upconquered still. 

• • 

In spite of failure and.of fate, 

By faf'qur of trap gods* to sate * 



‘iio8 ' AT PHAEDRA’S TOMB 

* I 

Her splendid lost imperious 
Mad love^for young Hippolytus,, 

Whose brilliant beauty seemed to glow 1 1 
Like a tall ^.lp in rosy snow, 

*WhiIe ldve and passion, wind and ,{ire, 
Fl^fed through the field of her desire. 

» # 

“ Great Mother, come from Paphos now 
With benediction on t'hy'brow, 

And pity! Hot beneath the sup. 

Lives s J uch another hapless one. 

s i * 

O Aphrodite of the sea, 

For love have mercy upon me ! 

Give me his beauty ,now to slake 

4 

This body’s’ longing and soul’s acha 
Touch his eolef heart until he know 

the divine sorrbw of love’s <t\e.” 

* • . 

< . 

What madness hers, what .folly his ! 

' ' . * 

And all their beaijty corrie to thii . 
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Epitome of mortal doom— 

A nam% a story, and. a tomb! 

• • 
ffav£ ^e not $een the fog fijfim sea 

Dn Autumn mornings silently 

_St?al.Jn to hand, and wrap the fun 

With its grey, cold oblivion ? , 

• • 

The goddess would not smile on her, 

On him no geiftlef mood ccyxfer. m 
He sSiil must flifth "his maidCn whim ; 

Shfc still must leash her love for him, • 

* » * I * 

A* faflcy lawless and superb, 

• • • 

Too wild to tame, too strong to curb, 

•Too grc^xt for her tj swerve or stay 

• • 

In c#r half-hearted modern &ay. 


Have ye jjrft seen tfic fcfj from* land 
Blow ouj; to sea,* and leave ^he 8antl 

Of orange marsh and*lilac shore 

• * • * • 

To Urdod in Autumn jpea«e once' more ? 



r i io AT PH^DRA’S TOMB 


So tnere survives the mtfgic fame 
Of her injperishabls name,— 

Light from'a time when l«ve was,g'reat, 
And strong .hearts had no fear of fate, ' 
But lived and strove and wrought and 
died, ° ' 

With beauty f6r their only guide. 


And yet this temple raised and wrought 

With prayers and tears, availed her naught. 

The years wit 1 it have had their, will. 

Her soft name is a by-word still ' 

For thwarted spirit, vexed and teased 
♦ 1 * 

By yearnings thac cannot' be eased,— 

O ** 

The soul that chafes upon the mesh 

Qf tenuous yet galling fleshy 

1 , «' 

V *■ • 

» % 

flow blue that midday shadow is 

I n the white dust ,pf A'rgolis ! . 



AT PMDRA’S TOMB hi, 

» • 

This is he? tomi». . . . See, near at tiand, 

* * 

This myrtle! Here sj\e used to stand 
» **• 
IHiOife^days w^ien h< r love-haunted eyes 

^aw her new-builded hope arise, 

Wfttsjjing tlje masons set’ the stftne, 

“ . » • 

And fingering her jewelled zone, 

Or moving' restless to and fro, 

| • 
i Her pale brows knit a little, so. 


Look A, mcry % leilf pierced ftiroujidi and 
m * through! 

I *dodb? not the gold pin the dreitf 

» * * 

From her dark hair, and, as the storm 
; Of lovegswept through her* lovely form 
Witl> pique and passion, thrust on thrust*' 
Vented her vehemence. <3 dust,* 

That oncejtfntempleS sueh a flame J 

• P •* 

With beauty, colftur, line anrj nafhe* ^ 

And gave great Love'a, dwelling-place 5 

» * , • » 

Behind* so fair, *s» sacf^a face, 
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Whece is thy wilful day-drearr. now, 

That passionate lig, that moody, brow ? 

Ah, fair Greek woman, if there bloom 
Some flower of knowledge ini' the gloom,, 
Receive the piteous, ‘ioving sigh 1 1 

"Of one more liickless passer-by. 

Peace, peace, wild heart ! Unsatisfied 
Has-every n.ortal lived and died, 

Since *:hy dear beauty found, a berd' 
Forever with the dreaming dead. 

In seagirt Hellas long ago, 

Immortal for thy mortal woe! 



•TjHE'*PRAYER OF THE REED PLAYER 

» ♦ * , 

i 

.'» , , 

O pipes of Pan, * 

• ’ * 

Make me a man, , 

» » . 

As only your piercing musii: can ! ' 

\Vh<-'fr»I ’set rfny lip 
Tj 5 your reedy’lip^, j , 

A*nd.|you feel th<j urging man-breath slip 

"Througja fibre and .flake, 

■* 

Bidding you wake » 

To the strange ntew being i 5 r beauty's sake, 
I pray th-j£ be * 

Returner! to me * * 

The strength of the hills and .the strength 

• . ’ » 

ef’the sea. ‘ • 

» 

. ”3 . 


8 



THE PRAYpR 


I14 

f 

O river reed, 

In whom thrc need • 

Of the jqurnoying river one* was fr.eed, 

As of old yov.r will 

' 

Was the water’s will, * 

' 1 i 

T9 quiver atid call or'sleep and b£ still, 

» u ' 

• «. 

So' now anew 

r * >' 

I breathe in ^you , , 

1 u . 

Th^ ardour no alchemy can subdue, ^ 

'And add the dream,— •' . , * 

The immortal gleam ' * 

That never yet fell on meadow or, 

# t 

stream. . 

* £ 

I« breathe and blow 

» « . 

On your duAib mouth so, 

* 

Till your, lurking 'soul is alive and a^low. 
Ah, breathe in 'me*. 1 1 



OF THE SEED PLAYER 11*5 

The strength of the sea, 

The c&lm of the hilte; and tlfe. strength of 

* * the sea * • * 


joy^and fear,. 

Frf>m* my faint heart here, * • 

• * . • * 

Sh^ll melt in your cadency wild and clear. 

With freedom and hope , • 

• • 

I range and grope, * * 

• * y 

Till*f 4 iftd sew stops in your earthfy scope. 

• * 

9 o * f 

The.pleading stsain * 

Of pathos and pain, 

The diminished chofd ajid the lost refrain ; 
Th^ piercing sigh, * . 

The joyous cry* # . # 

The «ensc*ef what shall be bye and. byS ; 


The .grief untold . 
Out , o?.man’s heSrt olfl. 



ti 6 THE PR^AY^R 

Which' endures that another m&y still, be 
bold ; , • 

The wisep will < 

t 

That foregoes, self-will 

' , - .1 

And aspires to truth beyond trafnmel q-' ih ; 

* * 

0y • t 

f 

Ambition unsure* 

And the splendid lure 

Of,whim in lvs harleqifm vestiture; 

And the reacti of sound * . . 

* * * 

Int6 thought’s nrofound ; • 

" V 

All the?e ,1 add to your power darth- 

* • 

bound ; 

r. 

f V 

But most, the awe < 

That perceives where law* 

1$ revealed at las', without fauTtJor flaw,— 
The touch of mind ' , 

That would search *and find, 

' ’ i r 

The measure of beauty, the 'purpose 6f hind. 



OF TFtE REED PLAYER i f7 


S® witji *the fire 

Of mfln’s desire * * . 

• * 

I # % 

.Your notes*shall outreach the# mountain 

choir. t • 

B^ok, bracze, and Jpird 

SfialT hear the Word, * , 

• « | 
Ajid know^ ’tis their roaster they have 

heard. . 


And W: he j,<i\vly reed, & • 

Whose only need . , ’ # 

1 * 0 % ■ ■ » 

Was to sigh vyth the wind #in the river 
weed, 

’ Shall # be heard as*far 

A 

A# from star to star, • 

Where Algol Answers to Algebar. 

For tly; soul rtfust trace • 

Her wondrqps race * • 

By* seventh* s«nse c*i the charts of space 



THE PRAYER 


8 

Till she come at last, 

Through thf < /ague and vast, • 

To her o\yn heart’s haven fixed and, fast. 


O pipes of Pan, • 

Whose music ran 

* 0 

Through the world ere eve*- my age 

began, ( , 

• •) *• 
vVhen I set my lip 

,To your woodland lip, * 

l v pray so'me drdft of yov.r virtue sljo 


From each mellow threat, , 

As note by note? 

A learner, I try for the set ret rote,— 

Tly: rhythm and tneme 
That slrall blend man’s dream 
Of perfection ( with nature’s imperfect 
scheme! " » 



OF THE REED PLAYE*R iyj 

'Blow low. blo^v high, • 

• ^ 

Yov Jiaunting cry ^ 

«Fc* me, a wayfarer passing by ; 

• • • • * 

Blow soft or keen, 8 

'U^Jgall listen an<*f lean * • • 

Tq (jitch* what ytjur whispered messages 

• 

• mearf. , • 

• • • 


I shall hear and oheed • 

# * • *• 

The voice of the itied, < 

4 » * • * 1 • 

»And be glad of my kinsfolk's word,* 

. , , . 9 • * 

, *mdeed. « 

9 w * 

I shall hearken and hear 

-Your untroubled cheer * 

# « 

Fr^m the earth’s deep heart, serene and 
clear. • • * 


felow cold and shrill 

4 > 


• # 



mo THE PRAYER 

*■ t 

Blow Soft and warm > 

As an April ..storm, , 

* « 1 

I shall listeA and feel my soul takfc 
** u . 

form. 


Bl«w glad and strong 

4 • 

As the grosbeaks song, * e 

And I mount with you over hurt and 

.. , • * 

wrong ; 

Blow lit'tle and thin * * 

' i » < 

V\s the Cricket’s' 1 din ; « 

* C 4 • 

But my door is wide, and I bid them in. 

« 

(- 

Blow, blow till there be 
Inbreathed in ifte « 

• • t i 

T^nge of the loart. and tang oT t 4 he sea,— 
A vagroih m^n, ' , 

Favoured of Pan, »' 

' 

Made out of ardour and* sinew and tr.n, 
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• • 

With the seeing eye * 

* • 

For mgadow and sky, % 

• . • 

Thi? want onjy beauty can ^atisfy, 

„And the wandering will, 

4 r<Hfckquesti*ig wilf, * • * 

» • ,* « 

The inquisitive, glad, unanxiijus will, 


• 0 

That must up ^md away , * 

• • _ a 

On the brave essajt 

Of the fair T*nd far through the long sweet . 

o % * • 

* iky>— • * 

Of tlic fine and v true, 

The wondrous and new, . 

All the warm radiatft bright yorld through. 


• W W • 

Blow me^rte tune • # 

• 0 ' m • 

Of the^ipe red‘moon, a 

I shall sleep .like a cTiild by the roadside 

• • * 

• s8on; • • 



j22 THE PRAYER 

» « 

And the tune of the sun ; 

When our piping is done, 

• « ' 
Lo, others shtdl finish what \yc have begun., 


For the spell we ca,st * 

Sfrall prevail at last,— 

When fault is forgotten and failure pa^*,— 

Prevail and restore 

f * % 

To ekrth oncfc more 

t * « 

The lost enchantment, the wandfej*l6re. 


And I must attain 
To the road again, 

t 

W r ith the wardering dust and the wander- 

,1 • 

ing fain,—. 


A sojbufner too , 

My way pursue, t * 

Who am spirit and v subst^.nce, even r.s^you. 
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*Then give «me the slow * 

Large will to grow, . ^ 

* • • 

four fellojvs down by tfie brookside 

V grow. 

Abj^low, a^d brefed 
• * • 

In* i»iy« manhood’s need 

the long Sweet patience *of flower and* 

t < 

, seed ! 

• • 

O pipes.ef f^n, * 

McPke me a man, ( 

As v only your earthly music caq ;* 

And create in me 
ftom )^ur melody » 

The«tr.ength of the hills aed the strength 
of the sea! 



THE TIDINGS TO 6LAF 

This is a question arose in . the Norsdand 
* !°ng ago, , , 

* k 

A'oout the time of Y>de, the season of joy % 

* j 1 't u 

tf/z# snow. 

i • 

To-morrow, our Christinas Day, yogi j/ou 
answer straight anti true, * 

After these thousand years, when the question 

. o « * 

comes tq you r 

k « 

_ * # 

Cdaf sat on his* throne, and*tj\e priest of , 
'TiTOr s^ood by; * t \ 

And the King's, eyes were grey as the 

» V i * * 

December«sky ? . < 
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‘*W'hom shall we serve, O King—th*e god 

» .% 

of «thy fathers, Thor, « 

* • » 

Wh? jnade u§ lords of the Jfea, and gave 
us our land in war, , 


9 • • # 

Who follows our battle flag over t|je 
% barren tjj-ine, t 

Who braces the bursting heart when the 

• • • 

rowers'bend in line, * " » • 

• • • * ♦ 

“ \¥fy>*hath made’us the fear of the world/ 

and the envty of the earth, 

Whose splendour sustains us in death, who 
h:fth given us plerfty foii dearth, 


“ CTr this^jJbor, though*-ridden Jew, ^n 

• | • | 

outcast who?e head wa^ priced 

At thirty pieces of silver, this friendless 

• • * • 

•artarchist, Christ ? # • 
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“ Is not thine empire spread over. the 
Westerni Isles ? r 

Are not, thy, people sown«wherever the’ 
sun-path, smiles ? 

t ■ % 

'» 

/ ' * t 

“,Do there not come to thee iron anc? 

' # 

gems and ,/:orn ? c, 

Does not thy glory blaze wherever our 
•> 'trade is Dome ? 


«_ . 

“Over the red sea-rim tfty galleys gD'dovm 

with the sun ; 

Beyond the gates of the storm thy writtep 
mandates run. 


“.Behold, new lahds arise to-'the lift of 
tliy^daring prows, 

And health and riches and joy prosper 
thy fir-built 1 h<-use. ■ 



THE TipiN£S TO-OLAF i 2 > 

Is, there* lack to thee of aught the 
t * strength of thy folk canagive, 
k^h?n,the wi'J and the longing pome to 
stretch out thy hand and live ? 


» *». 


• * 

‘ Honey and fruit and wine, ire they npt 

• , • 

^piled on^the board ? , 

Do not a hundred tribes pay tribute tp 

* » 

our Lord ? 


, * • I 0 

‘ Qla$ beloved of *the gods ! Is there an 
outland tongue, 

Is there an isle of the sea where thy praise 
has not been sung? • 


0 * • 

“ Scarlet aj^cf silk and g#ld gleam on tfly 

• i • t 

breast and Wow. t 

Had the kingj of the *oarth of old such 

* • * » 

honour and keedosn as thou ? 
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“ Might and dominion atcd power ,and 
majesty are they not thine ?« t 

Will th^ secfy of warrior kings dishonour' 
the war-god’s shrine ? / 

' 

' t ' * 

“P King, uo I speak this day in * thy 
name, or fprevermore ^ , 

Let perish the ancient creed? By thy 

i i 

, *grace, is' it Christ or Thor ? ” 

Olaf sat on his throne. And thes Bripce 
of Thor gave place' 

To a pale dark monk. All eyes were 
bent oiy, the stranger’s face. 

“ r O King, how shall I speak r,\nd answer 
tnis wisdom of eld? 

Yet the new trees, of the forest spring up 
where the old tare felled. 



THE TIDINGS TO-OLAF 12a 

» i 

‘’When the sombre and ancient ffrs are 
la^i in the dust, ,in youi% North, 

• i » 

The* tender ypung green of *the birch and* 
the delicate aspen put* forth. 

•, . » y 

“ Is th'e land left na\ed ami I’arc, because 

, the brush-fires have run ? 

/ 

Ye have seen the soft carpet of fern spread 

* i • 

down where the blacken’ng was rit»\e. 

• G * t 

’• " * / * 

“ with ,beauty Gc‘>d covers the ^ground, 

do acre too poor to befriend, 

That thou and I and all me«i may perceive 
ancl comprehend * • 


“ He carric^die sea in Hi# hand, He liglflf 
tfie^stars in the sky, % * 

And whispers over thy*»ul as the shadows 

• • * • 

t/icrve on the.rye. # • 


9 
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“The King has his kingly state, but r his 
heart, i.^ the heart of man, *» , 

Swept Gver by clouds of gnief, thep ‘sun¬ 
lit with joy for a span. 


“And every living spirit that is clpthec? 

♦ 

with flesh •’and bone , 

Is just so much of j G.od’s being, His 

, l •' v , 

presence revealed and known. 

1 * , 

* *'4 f 

I 

“We are, part of God’s breath, ’ dfe the 

i t 

gust, whereby thy hearth-fire is fanned, 

Is part of the wild north-wind that roll ' 

the breakers to land. , 

‘ 

r ' f ' . i 1 

' We are a part of His life, a^‘ the waves 

* t , 1 ' 

are a part of the sea, « 

A moment uplift' in the sun, then merged 
in eternity? 



THE TipiNpS TO 'OLAF 131. 

“*W}iat is* it, #0 man and King,’ that 
. stretches betwccrw us tw#in, 

Inke the living tides that girjl tin; islands' 

of the main ? . 

< : 

* What lift;; thy name, Olaf, aloft on tile 

* • 

•shout outlay folk in War ? 

What keeps it jyajm by the hearth? ,1^ 

m ® • 4 

it the favour of, Thor ? * 

• i' s 

1 * * 

“ No I* *’Tis the love of thy pegple, the 

• • # 

great common love thy kind, 

The thing that is old as* the sun and 

' • * . 

^stronger than the wir^d. • 


• , • - 

“ And, Ok* all these thfhgs, these good* 

• 0 • _ • 

whi«h thy priest proclaims, 

That make th«e a lord *ampng men, and 

e * • 

give, thee a flame £b<3ve names, 



} 3 2 THE TIDINGS T£> OLAF 

1 # • 

“Are gifts of the spirit t,f Mv'c. Take 

away.loVe, and *thy throne • 

'Melts like a .word on the «ir; theu ar,t 

t 

a name unknown. 

* , - I ( 

a 

• « 

* •' t - 

“ Js the King heavy at heart, and no man, 

* .* ' * * 

can tell him why ; ^ j 

What does his glory avail to put the 
*' ‘heaviness by ? * 

J t < 

\ 


r 

< • 


.. V • 


‘ * < 

“ But likge any poor nameless man‘aVnong 

\ 1 

men, the mighty King 

Is heartened artiong his folk by the simple 

. t « 

love thfty bring. 


i * , • 

Is the King \leary in mincir and none 

‘ « . 3 <• * 

can liglrten his mood ; t 

What cheers , him to pover anew but 

< « i 

thought of* hfc people’s gooc^P* • 
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i|o love, to* know, and to do! ’ So we 

grow perfect apace, * 

Vhe Jhuman tinaclc more diyitie, >s the ole! 
to the new "ives phi os. 


' • » 

“ But who will show us the way,—»be 

• lantern and staff an*l girth ? 

# 

Where is the ^i[^ht of the World, and ( fche 
Sweetliess of the Earth ? 


“JHfe»King has a thousand rney, yet one 
more brave than th^rest; 

The King has a hundred*bards, yet one 

• • • 

the wisest and best • • 

• . * 

. • 


• , • # 

“ The King has a score*of friends, yet ere 

**•,<- * * 

m#st accounted ot. » 

And now, if these threg were one jn 

o • * 

• coyrage, in # wisdofn*and love, 
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“There were the matchless,/rieRd, wh<?se 

00 —. » I 

cause should enlist all lands, , 

.• r 1 

Gentle, intrepid, and true. . And thtre' 
O King, (jlhrist stands. 

U « 

. ' 

“ Freedom a'id knowledge and joy* not 

\ ^ 

mine nor ai^y man’s, , 

Bpt open to all the earth without pro- 

, « • 

' seription dr bans, * 


V \ ^ j 

“ Where is the bringer of these ,,His 
« 

hand is upon thy dobr. 

And He who knocks, O King, is a greater 
God thav Thot. 1 

“ <^haf, ’tis Yule %n the worlti j, the otd 
creeps gr^pan and falf, , ' 

The ice of doubt at their he^rt, the snows 
of fear over»aK. 



t THE TJDIVGS TO OLAF 13*5 

‘ $ut ncAv, even now, O friends, deep 
, i)wn in the kindly ea?th^ 

Are ,not ths marvellous jeeds* awaiting 

ft 

the hour of birth? • 


“ Even now in the sunlit places, do »Kjt 

ft 

* the sailings prepare* 

To unfold thejf jievv growth to the Ijght, 

unsheathe theif rich buds on the*afr ? * 

• \ 

’ l 

“j\ Acp so, from the dark, sweet, mould of 
the human "heart will arise, 


To enmorning the world* 

9 # # 

this life emparadise^ 


:U1 arise, 

Id* with lig 


ht and 


“ The deathless, young iflory of love. A»id 

• < * » ' 

valley and hill and plr#n I 

• 1 

And fields a*id cities *of anen, they shall 

•» » • , 

• iTol sorrow»again* • 





t $6 THE TIDING? TQ OLAF 

“ For there shall be freedom and peh.ce 
and beamy in that far spring, , 

And folk shaft go forth without fear, hnu 
be glad at' their work and sing. 

r ' 

y 

“ And men Will hallow this day with His 
name who died on the tree, 

1 . 3 * 

For the cause of eternal love, in the service 
't-’f liberty." 

“ O King, shall the feet of Truth ,r,ome 

» 

in through thy open-door, 

Or alone out of nil the world be debarred ? 
Is it Christ or Thor ? ” 


Tht King sat on his throne, and the two 
pneSts stood by. 

And Olaf’s eyes grew mild as a blue April 
sky. 



THE TiDIN*GS To’ OLAF 

'm 

s » 

Thus were the' tidings to Olaf brout. 
• ■ the early days , 

To be 1 a lamp in his housf, ana' a 
post z« the ways. , ’ ^ 

u nk you , <,) men ar 1 women , z 

O * ) 

cern you at all, 

* • 

That Truth still cries at- the cross- 
and you do not heed his call ? 

J 3 1 


13 7 

d/f in 

sign- 

V con- 

« 

-roads, 



THE , PRAYER IN THE, ROSE 
GARDEN 

Lord of this rose garden, 

At the end of May, ' 

/ » 

^ TV he re thy guests are bidden 
To tarry /or a day, , - - 

, f 

Through the sweet white falling 
Of the tender rain, 

With thy roses t^ceward 
Lift this dust again. 

.Make the hdart within me- 

I 

That crumbles to obey, 

Perceive and know thy secret 

. I 

Desire from day to day ; 

.138' 



'SHE* PRAYER 


Even as* thy roses, 

Knowing wher^ they stand 
•Before ^he wind, thy^areseftce, 
Tremble at jh.y hand* 


*Make me, Lord, for beauty, 
Only this I pray, T 

Like my brother roses, 

• • 

Growing day by day, 


Body, mTfiS and spint, 

• • m 

.As thy voige may urge * 

From the wondrous*Vwilight 
At the gardens vprge, 

• 

Till I be as t|jey be, 

• q 

Fair,*then blown away, 

0 

With a name like attarf 
m Remembered foi^ A day. 
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